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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

HOPI MAIDEN 

At the mealing stones 

Is one singing butterfly songs — > 

Fly, yellow wings, with my love, 
That has wings like your own. 

Go, in the golden shining of the sun, 
Where the cornfields are. 

Yellow wings, you are my loving, 
Home from the flight. 

Somebody is hoeing the corn ; 
Heard you not his love for me? 

HOMESICK SONG 

To the staccato of the booming drum, 
To the dance-step of moccasined feet, 
And swaying of brown bodies, 
They sang. 

Said the very old man at the drum : 

It is a homesick song — 

Of lonesome deserts, 

Of grinding the corn, 

Of a roof overhead, 

The love of woman; 
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And of the Path to the Sunset, 
Where we go tomorrow. 

Ah! then I knew; 

Knew why it sang to my heart. 

HOPI-TUH 

people of the peaceful places, 

1 have known you of old! 
Yet your wise men say nothing, 
Nor the tinted sands — 

The shifting, singing sands. 

These alone are the Knowing Ones: 
The shadows of yonder clouds, 
And the far-journeying winds — 
Winds that cover yesterday's pathway. 

They are the gray wings of your rains, 
They are the messengers of your praying. 

DANCE OF THE DUST WITCHES 

Are you not weary, 

desert dust witches? 

1 cannot see who waltzes with you 
In close embrace — 

But your lips meet hotly in kisses, 
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